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haberdashery. He was podgy of figure and a poor
dancer, but he found enjoyment in conversing with
his partners. He was fluent in most Oriental
languages and could even back-chat skilfully in
various Chinese dialects.
This side of his life interested me. The glamour
of it was somehow heightened by the four months
or so of domesticity each year in Sheffield, where
his ventriloquial act with a stuffed Sudanese parrot
would arouse fervid enthusiasm in elderly maiden
ladies. At our last dinner beside the river in
Bangkok, Mr. Brunt told me of an experience he
had met with the previous year in the Chinese
quarter of the city. It happened as follows :
"I'm a cautious sort of person," he said, "and
I don't as a rule stray down dark alleys in a Chinese
slum area. Not, mind you, that I agree with the
customary Western idea that the Chinaman is a
thorough-paced scoundrel. On the contrary, I
hold that the lower classes amongst Asiatic peoples
are a kinder, more courteous and cultured lot than
their Western prototypes. Fu-Manchu is the
exception rather than the rule. The average
lower-class Chinese is, in my view, moral and
domesticated to a far higher degree than, for
instance, the English workman. Look at the
English Sunday newspapers and their appalling
headlines : c Girl tells of struggle with soldier in
ditch.' That sort of thing. But I'm digressing.
*' As I was saying, I'm a canny person, but my
adventurous spirit occasionally outstrips my
caution. Last year it almost led to my undoing.